The moft Lamentable T ragedie 

Vpon whofe Icaucs are drops ofne willed blood 
As freffi as morning dew diilild on flowers 
A verie fatallplaceitfcemestomee, 

Speake brother haft thouhurt thee with the fall? 

Martins. Oh brother with the difmalft obie&hure. 
That cuer eie with fight made hart lament* 

Aron. No w will I fetch the King to finde them here 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle, Exit 

How theiewere chey,that made away his brother. 

Martins* Why doft not comfort me and help meout 
From this vnhollow,and blood flamed hoi c* 

Quintus. I am furprjfed w ith an vncouth fearc, 

A chilling fweat oreruns my trembling ioynt$. 

My hart /ufpcfts more than mine eie canlce*. 

Martins. 1 o proue thou haft a true diuining hart, 

*Aron. and thou looke downe into this den, 
^ndfeeafearcfiill fight of blood and death. 

Quintus. Aron is gone,arid my compaffionate hart, 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold. 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife: 

Oh tell me who it is, for nere till now, 

Was I a child to fearc I know not what. 

Martins. Lord Bajfianus lies bereaud in-blood, ftcx* 
All on a heapelike coaflaughtcrcdLambe, 
in this detefteddarke blood drinkmgpit . 

Quintus. Ifit be darkehow dofl thou know tishee# 
Martins. Vpon his bloody finger he doth wearc 
A pretious ring, that lightens all this hole: 

Which like a taper in Ionic monument, 

Dothftiinc vpon the dead mans earthy chcekcs. 

And ihewcs the ragged intralsofthispit: 

So pale did lh ine thcM.ooneon Priamus, 

When he by night lay bathd in Maiden blood, 

O Brother help me with thy fainting hand, 

Ji f fearc hath mad c thee faint as me it hath. 


j of Titus Andlronicus. 

Out of this felldcuouring receptacle, 
js hatefull as Ocitus miltie mouth. 

Quint. Reach me thy hand, that I may helpe thee out. 
Or wanting ftrength to doc thee fo much good, 

1 maybe plucktinto thelwallowtng worn be. 

Of this deepe pit, poore TSafftanus^ raue: 

I hauem) ftrength to plucke thee to the brinck, 

Jl fortius. Nor I no ftrength to clime without thy help,' 
Qjfint. T*hy hand once more, I will notloofe againc. 
Til! thou ait here a loft or 1 belowet 
Thoucanft not come to me, I come to thee. 

Enter the Empcrour and zAron % 

.the Moore, 

Saturnwus , Along with me, He fee what hole is here* 
Andwhatheis that nowis leapt into it. 

Say who arc thou that lately didft deicend, 

Into this gaping hollow of t he earth. 

t JMarttus. The vnhappie fonnes cf old idndronicus 3 
Brought hither in a moff vnluckie hourc, 

Tofinde thy brother Baffianus dead. 

Saturn/nut. My brother dead, I know thou dofl but 
HeandhisLadie both are at the lodge, (ieft, 

Vpon the north fideofthis pleafant chafe, 

Tisnotan houre (luce I left them there-. 

Mart. VVeknow not where you left them allaliue. 
Bat out alas,herc haue we found him dead. 



Ent er Tamor4jj4»dranicus y 4nd \jtcius , 



T amor a, Where is my Lord the King? 

K tn g. Here though griude with killing griefe* 

Tamora , V Vhere is thy brother Bajfianus} 

Now to the bottome dofl thou fcarch my wound, 
E Poore 
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